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T hat were his Lackies : I cried hum, and well, go to, 

But markt him not a word;0,he is as tedious 
Asa tyred Horfc,arayling Wife, 
WorfcthcnafmokieHoufe*! had rather liue 
With Cheefe and Garlikc in a Windmill farre. 

Then feed on cates, and hauehim talke to me,; 

In any Summer-houfe in Chriitendome. 

Mor. In faith he was a worthy G entleman, 

Exceeding well read and profited 
In ftrange concealemcnts,v aliant as a Lion, 

And wondrous affable, and as bountifull 
AsMincsof/«d/rf; Ihallltellyou.Coofcn, 

He holds your temper in a high refpeft, 

And curbs himfclfe,eucn of his naturall fcope. 

When you come crolfc his humor,faith he does .• 

I warrant you, that man is not aliue. 

Might fo haue tempted him, as you haue done. 

Without the taft ofdanger and reproofe.- 
But doe not vfe it oft, let me intreatyou. 

rrw. Infaith, my Lord, youaretoowilfullblarae, 

^nd UHceyour comming hither,haue doneenoueh 
To put him quite befides his patience.' ° 

You mufrnecds Iearne,Lord, to amend this fault. 
Though fometimes it fliew greatnelTe, courage, blood,, 
iind thats the dearefi grace it renders you : 

Yet oftentimes it doth prefentharfli rage, 
Defcftofmannersjwant of goucrncmcnf, 

Fride, hautineife, opinion, and difdaine* 

Theleaft ofwhich haunting a Nobleman, 
Lofethmcnsheart8,and leaues behind a flainc 
Vpon the beautie of all parts befides, 
beguiling them of commendation. 

Nl»f. WelI,I am fehooId,Good*rearlner8 be your /peed, . 
iieere come our wiues,and let vs take our leaues, 
giendamri the Ladies. 

Mtwfr r ^P'ght that angers me. 

My Wife canfpcake.no Englifi, I no fFe/jh. 

y tn. My DaBg^cr wccpes,ihcele not part with you, 

Cl 




HenYy the Fourth, 

ch«lcbe afouldier too. Ihecleto thewarres, 

Mor. Good father tell her, that (he,andmy Auntfrwji, 
fallow in your condua fpeedily. 

GUndeveer fpeal^es te her tnvelfh, andlheanfieeres- 
himinthefame^ 

Glen, Shcisdefperathcere, 

Apeeuilli felfe-wil’d harlotry, one that no perfwafion can doc 

goodvp XheLadj^eakesinfFelJi. 

Mor. I vndcrftand thy lookes,that pretty welfb. 

Which thou powreft downc from thefcfweliing heauens,. 

1 am too perfed in,and but for fliamc 
Lifuch a pailey ftiould 1 anfwerethcc. 

The Lady againe in Weljh. 

(Mor, I vnderftand thy kiiles,and thou mine. 

And thats a feeling difputation ; 

But I will neuer be a truant louc, 

Tilll haue learn d thy language.for thy tongue 
Makes fVelJh as fwcets as ditties highly pend. 

Sung by a fairc Quecne in a Summers bowre. 

With rauilhing diuifion to her lute* 

Glen. Nay,if thou melt, then will Ihc runne mad* 

The Lady jpeaketagaineinWeips. 

Mor, 0,1 am ingnorance it idfe i n this. 

Glen, She bids you on the wanton ruihcslay you downe^ 

And reft your gentle head vpon her lap, 

And (he will fing the fong that plsafcth you, 

And oh your eyelids crowne the God of fleepe, 

Charming your bloud with pleating heauineire. 

Making fuch difference betwixt wake and fleepe , 

As isthe difference betwixt day andnight. 

The houre before the heauenly harueft teeme 
Begins his golden progreflTe in theEaft. 

Mor. With all my heart lie fitand heareher fing, 

By that time will our booke I thinkebc drawne. 

^loK, Do fo,and thofe Mufitionsthat ihall play to you, 
Hang in the ayre a thouftind Leagues from thence. 

And ftraightthey fhall be here,fitand attent, 
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